Siam
old picture which had so troubled me once
upon a time, on an April evening, in my little
museum. I am in the presence of mysterious
Angkor!
And yet somehow I do not feel the emotion that
I should have expected. I come to them too
late in life, perhaps; or perhaps I have seen too
many of these remains of the great past, too
many temples, too many palaces, too many
ruins. Besides it is all so blurred, as it were,
under the glare of the sun; one sees it ill by
reason of the very excess of light in the sky.
And, above all, midday is drawing near with its
lassitude, its invincible somnolence.
The colossal ramparts and the towers that
have just appeared to us, like some mirage
of the torrid heat, are not the town itself,
but only Angkor-Vat, its principal temple.
The town, Angkor-Thorn, so we are advised,
lies further away, immense and indeterminate,
buried under the tropical forest.
Leading to this phantom basilica is a bridge
of remote ages, built of cyclopean blocks, which
crosses a pool or moat, choked with reeds and
water-lilies. Two monsters, corroded by time
and bearded with lichen, guard the entrance
to it It is paved with long flagstones, which
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